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MA BELLE' AT THE BAY.

| ghe stands by the 528 in her beauty
At the witching twilizht howr,
With ber muslin dress about ber,
$tice the shield of some groat white Sowor,

Bhe's a8 pure as Lhe light of the star lamps
1 That sprinkle the path of the moat,
Aud her blushes are rich as the roses
That are torn of regal June,

Hor oyes in thelr dusky splendor,
With their amber and midulght Hight,
Le her seem o part of the pleture
Some witch-gueen fair of the night,

Her form iz az lithe a=z & mermail's
That has strayed from its pink shell home,
While her valee has a subtis mosic
As It speeds over the waves of foan,
- - - - -

Adieu, O my beautiful Credle!
Fair droam of a beight cununer’s day,
May fAfty long veors fram this writiog
Find vou stand, lookiog 5o, o'er the Bay
—=Robert H. Cashford la New Crisans Picayune,

CRISTOVAL

Bome twenty vears ago, one Sunday
morning, at Madrid, a young woman en-
veloped in Ter long mantilly entered the
church of Notre Dame d'Atochn holding
by the hand a liztle cuild of rare and wou-
drous beanty, At the sight of this littie
angel, with his mass of golden, tumbled
ringlets, his eyes black as mnight, his
clhiesss rosy nnd ti]!u*-it"' ns & cherub's,
all the devotees kneeling upon their mats

of rushes comsed their pravers to i« K
upon him with » tender smile, the elder
ones from memoriss #hal crowide r! npor
them at the sight of the child, the youug
senoritus from presentiment.

The youmg wo {and heau-
tifal Rosario de St e 1o thauk
the Virgin for hay ha life of
this, her only ch the

maother was pa e
clrcled with
sind anxioms nishts
by the bedside of th
Shaldl T tell yon of
this Donna Hosario
unueressary. for nll the
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story of her life sud sacriticos, aud ol
AVE 8 4!5 ing father froo thy nit of a
feroctons ereditor she had given hersell ng
a hostages and maroied 11 wiitor he ' g
Dot Andres de Solis, the fiseal. e o
was beautiful, bot with a beaoty Chat
sculptors and painters were powerless o
depict; it Iy in Ler eyes, in her sy - in
the =orenity of hor Lrow, the grace snd
stippleness of her swian like neck, 1he
pority and loveliness of the soul im-
priuiesd npon her perlect features,
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hand, supplicating and

hind t woman nnd paring at him with
appenling eves the lttle Cristoval saw
the head of snother, n Tittle one Jike im
self, lrown, pitlfal, emacisted, who

seemed o beckon him to approach ber,
and to cotnplain to him that she was bun

feag )
*“A poor little beggar, manma
his hand wpon Hosario’s sl

her—t

cries with hanger—see wk

he pointed to the wicket, through which

&till came the wail for bread. Hungry—

& habe like that—Hosario shindderw!
“Gont onre, my precious one,™ pl

fn Cristoval's t
carry her this il
by little the
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ful: the chant of m
and the souls of the
Laoddy of t}
the wave «
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whom she knelt locked npon ber with 3

S

TF

LW er-

Suddenly,

rsin

Trowning eye¢, as if denying or el

to listen Lo her petitio i slrnnge
explicablo hulu took pozsession of |

l’l [l'l' i L I '." |'. .|| . \"'i \‘ i" l"
was Cristovnd? She looked about her,
tarning her eves from  corner 0 eorner
of the shaded chape He was not beside
her, mor, in faect, in sight, neither in the
church itself nor in the court wfore the
door. Was he lost®  Mupossibile! He was
hidinge from her, playing upott bher ma- |
termul terrars, eondc L perhaps; 1 the
loz or in the folds of the curtains.
Neoverthelesg, her volce was hoorse ‘sl!'l

mnded of
‘Have you

ghe den we

e

strident ns
kneeling near her
chiild, m\" Cristovals

“*The little with the silver b
tans!"™” rv::nd--ll d the dame. *“*No, se
rita, but doul he in yonder by
pulpit of 5t. Sebasti to stirt
you."
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direction of th
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wltar cloth in the ardor and
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he be at home? Had be tired :
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wy seeking
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'_' dered through the streets
efiorts 1o turn? Shivering
under hr-- mantle, her brain
with agony, the I wr mother 1
wand 1.- r dwelling.  Artived at
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i silent, mowrnful. At the top of the stair
case she o1 antersd  her I" 10 Do
Anddros, \\ Eere is Cristovsl he

questions th -t crossed . eact

where indesd She  mnswe

Don Andreias also wns o

Fiscal thoug 'h he was

fathur, and hald o humanity by lL‘l 'ur i
hix child

Rosgrio songht to retrace hoer stepe, to

descend, 1o run, l.-ull-,u-w-u.:-:., n the
l]»_-h.-._ in the thoroughfires, in all the
allays amdd by wars of the city; b her

legs bent uader her—she was unable Lo|
stand.
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ithous clothes, bis cheeks pale
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< Bome clzhtesn years after thesvent par-

..I all that

| tion honors thee

! fautt o FO4, one iy murfiing tm the
eariy spring, Don Andres de Solis was
called to Castile. Ap avaricions old unele,
whose beir he had become, bad succumbed
to & mortal malady, and despite the
grievous condition of the roads, that ice

| and suow made mearly impracticable, he
had unhesitatingly begun the journey. |
“Gold’ was at the end of it.

As the carrisge slowly monnted the de-
files that crossed the Siara de Saint
Adrian, the flscal folt himself invaded by
a sentiment of melancholy—a vague pre-
sentment. Why? Unless it was the loneli-
ne=s of the place, the somber grandear of
the pines that crowned it, the steep, pre-
cipitous ascént wup which the wvehicls
lubored nt an almost perpendicular angle,
he could not have told you. ‘The sudden

stoppage of the carriazs some fifty rods or |

%0 beyond the chapel of Saint Adrian
abruptly roused him from the reverie into
which he had fallen, and at the same mo-
ment a group of men concealed in the
rocks and crevices of the mountain ung
themselves upon the bridles of the horses;
& volee commanded him to descend.

“1 desecend!’ said De Salis scornfully;
“bnck, ladrones, back at once—thon art
talking to the Fiscal Dea Andres de
"{'i\'\."

“Idon Andres the fiscai!" No, Don
Andres the miser; Don Andres the
usurer!™ the brigands puswered, advaung-
ing wrathfully, Their chief, bowever, o
young maun, handsome,
with the eve of an eagle, pushed them

acide and plueced himself at the opening— |

to reconl immediately with & ery of aston-
ishment, echoed by the prisoner withln—
for the featurss of the ous were the feat-
ures of the other—ilie likeness between
th weralible; only inthe caze of Don
\ = di Solis the taee was wrinkled and

[atieil by time: in the case of the young
man brown, fresh and ruddy. As for the
pest, the heavy eyebrows, the brow, broad
and full, the nose, long and aquiline, all
wore the same—not a line was missing.

: name, bov, thy nanie®'’ demanded
De Solis in a sulled voice; *‘give mo thy
nnme. "'

HCristoval, rha trabucsire (brizand)—I
have no other!™
My son, my son Cristovall"’ extending
his nrms with a ery of joy, forgetting
everything in the mapture of the moment,
nnd speing bnt the face before him, young,
mid and hanzhty., “Thouart my son,”
he continmed: “‘my son stolen from me in
infancy and mourned so long, 1 know it
—1I 1ell thee I know 1.7
Cristoval smiled contemptnonsly.
“Think not, Don  Andres.” signing to
his men tp withdraw & little, “think not
to escape by so infamous & ruse. Iama
whif—rescued from the pavement, it is
true; 1 nlso have the mistortune to resem-
Lle wou strangely: nevertheless, I believe
th i, for there ds naught else in like-
T r Kinship bedween us. It i3 belter
f r tho i woitldet hc- shamed by a son

[ar
Jr

in ranks of the mizerable trabn-
caftes, hunted I!‘.-- ferocions  beasts;
whilst I, weie it e, should scorn and
Ieeithe myself, Whit, 1, the free and

trabueaire, who Hgzhts an en-

son of Don

honorable

emy nly and bra the

Andres the Fiseal, the Judus wha sells hi
fricruls us the (disciple sold his Lurd'
Never! And if I thought it true I swould

this momeuns dash out mwy brains on the
rocks at ous feot to atone for my misfort

ki expinte my shame. Al the
g I shall condinet myself toward thee
us if really thy son.  Wait o moment—
heoar me out,” calmly repnising the fiseal,
who had thrown himsell forward with o
movement of joy: “there are times when
utt honorable nnd voluntary death
enonzh 10 efface o criminal and aely
st Beliold this pistol—take it and kill
vaelf! If we are of the same blowd,

is

well bullt, and |

: calm, Teantl Trom the coffcgiffor'sloge,
her eyes fixed in terror upon that scens of TRENE.
daring. L

“And you say,” said I to my obliging |
neighbor, “‘the wife of the fiscal takes no |
interest in these courses—see her now !

“But even &s I ke, at a sign from
| her husband, mindful of the attention she [

| was attracting, Donna Rosario shrank
agnin into the shelter of her curtains, |
uevertheless, not bafore I had seen that |
the eyes of the chulo, in spite of bis danger-
ous position, had sought and crossed with
those of the wife of the corregidor. |
The struggle between the taareau and
his assailants has become frightful: bel-
lowing, pawing the dust, and covered
with foom from his efforts to dislodge his
burden, the creature, like a mammoth
eentaur, phinged about the arena, the |
dogs, bleeding from a 100 wounds, snap-
ping at his heels, the flame tipped jave-
lins of the waiting toreros menscing and
driving him from rail to rail. The brute,
however, was stronger than the man, and
the strength of the chulo was failing him.
but at the instant when, swaying from
| side to side, it secmned that he must fall
from his seat to be gored and ground by
the horns of bis enemy, he lifted himself |
lilie a dancer upon a tight rope, glided to
the earth across the open space and
turped &t bav, his lips compressed, his

Among tha purple mountain folds T sonzht
And sought In vala for peace. [ songht in valn
In dreamy woods: along th' enchantad main;

| In kindly bamlets: Then with books I wrought,

Eeeking for peace fn tells which only brought
Dull discontant gnd waariness of brain.
*“Where art thou, peace?” Leried,  “Ob, soothe

this paln
Of tearful longing and of throbhing thought ™

A swest volos answered. Laughter glad and
clear,
£et the hinds sloging.  Beautiful bright eyes
Mada a pew dawn, A sweet voice answersd:
“Coans
From further fruitiess searching. 1am here—
In Bower of flosh and blood, of perfect size,
Quite loving—your Irene, | am peace!™

I
FPeave, with her chatter and infectious glees
Prace, swinging madcap oo A springy bough,
With brizht hair blown aod tumbled anyhow;
Pence, paddling in a shoal of summer saa;
Feace, at bigh revel up an apple tree;
Peace, reading with o bent and ivamy hrow;
Peace, on a footstool—very peaceful pow—
Listening with hunds ¢laspad fondly ou my knee!

Ko abstmet noun, o mythic shape divine,
No sweet elusive dream of who knows what,
But fust a child, she bricgs my heart surceges
Of care; and, when sho gts her chesk to migs,
Bliss apd complete contentment with my lot,
Yos, this &5 my Irepe—this is Peace.

bearing proud and scornful. —Tha Academy.
\ A.s l-h'i brave ]!1 OTErD thu;a boldly fnni'd the e =i
opalaughit in the avena, I saw and heard - = -
| & hl;itllen commoticn arlse at the gates of THE } E“. PHL_\CHER_

tlhie barriers among the Royal volunteers
| who guarded them; also that a group of
| :m-': hastily entered the box of the cor-

: that a woman's figure leaned

from the railing of tlie box, huv-ur-. liks
eonls of fire in her pallid face, her hands
uplifted, and erving imperionsly in a

e se—

Most people would say that it was no
new preacher nt sil; he bad the same
eyes, nose, mouth and hair, was of the
sume helght, and offersd the same hands.
But others who ecan read beiween the

volee that bad nothing Lhuman fn it: | lines, and are thankfnl for the gift, de-
| “Meure, chulo! Meure chnlo!” And the | clare that it was a new preacher,  He had
young man, lifting his eyes to the fnce | gone throngh some ex: nee.  Ilis soul
| abave him, docile and obedient as ason | had chunged. He bad been born again!
W Lhe l,',OHHBEIlNli of > - - - - L

a mother, cast his
popfard from him, and thus disarmed 1
nwadted the end—an end not long coming—
n roar from the taureau, a thud, aery
from the Donna Rosario, for it was she
who had thrown to the chulo that hurried
order, and all was over for Cristoval the
irabucnire!

Cristoval the trabucaire? Ay, recog:
nized not only by the fiseal and his wife
a3 Cristoved, their son, but by the nuthori.
ties as well as the hunted brigand, who
wonld beselzed and fmprisoned at the
moment of his leaving the arenn.

It was this the men who had entered
the box of the corregidor at the moment
wf the encounter had cometotell h
this that had inddced the herofc moth
to command her son to die rather than
live to be dishonored. Cristoval, worthy
of this great heart, obeved.

Three months later Rosario, too, was
dend—a victim 1o the scourgings and ex-
cessive pennlties that she imposed apon
herself in order to expiate that whick she
called “‘the crime of ber pride.”

How did all this eomeabont! Bravado!
To seo Nils mother, to Keep his word to the
mun whom, nevertheless, he refussd to
ncknowledge as his tather, the unfortuaate
boy, disguised ss a chulo, had entered the
city and entered it to his death.

L - - L ]

The preacher sat in his coxy study in
the afternoon hours. It was his “*den,”
where he was seonre from all interrup-
tion, and furnlshed with the luxury of a
Sybarfte. Soft rugs upon the floor, hand-
eomne vases on the low bookeases that en-
| eircled the walls, rave etchings upon the

easel, costly engruvings on every side a
cabinet of coins in ope corner. and a poem

in marble in snother—it was no wonder

that he felt a thrill of self-satisfaction as
he glanced in every direction. And his
eense of comfort was heightened by the
| roll of proof sheets on his desk—his Jatest
work almost ready for publication. There
was & long row of volumes since his oc-
cupancy of the pulpit, but this was to be
his crowning effort, and to increase still
further his fume.

There were the books, the oreations of
his genins, on a long shelf ail by them-
selves,  The eritics gpoke highly of them
the public bought them; the learnad world
acknowledged thelr merit. History, biog-
raphy, criticism, were his special flelds.
But his mind was so varsatile thuat he
| eonld produce novels as well; and his
poems had also o rapid sale. As a popm-

lar lecturer Le always commanded a large
audience. His travels to te enst and his
discovery of the missing tractate of St
Theodosius had gained him the doctorate

from three Old World universities.

Yes, he kad been singuiarly successful,
and thet. too, without stooping to any
mean tricks. He was above sycophancy
and self-advertizsing. He had made his

| way by hard pushing, by resolute work,
| hy shper stamnina, he was wont to say.
Not two decades in the pulpit, he had
long outstripped prenchers of his class in
the seminary, aud leit them and older
graduntes far bebind., He was known as
the emioent, the distinguished, and he en-

Whe told me the beginning and the end
of this sorrowful story? Don Andres him
self, and the tongue of Valladolid and ali
Madrid. —Translated from the French of
Emanusl Gonzales for The New York
Mercury by E. C. Waggoner.

A Horsa Car Conductor's Ingenulty.

People who are so unfortunste as (o be
compelled to use the horse cars in their
travels about the city have no doubt often |
notieed the poor condition and generally

- wilt eamprehend that
and that thon shouldst

(3]
thys
th my proposi-

not hesitate.  Aceept it and 1 will ac
krowledge thee as my father before all
my comrades.  What say you!

The fuee of Dot Andreas whitened, his
Hns ti e, The trabucaire shrugged

lita shoulders,
“moul of flsenl—sonl of eovward!
not of thy unworthy race.
thom shalt live—live in the scorn of all,
bt ot oo n that thou keepeat silence
upon all that has passed between ns and
ontruge me po more by the title of ‘son.’
It is nn insult I'shall instantly. avenge.’
“Misernlde boy,” ocried tie unhappy
father, *‘were thy mather here thou
worntldat not dare deny her. Retorn with
me to thy home: guit forever these des
spadring fugitives; come io thy mother,

l.“\ iria!™
“That they may say, 'Like father, like
Na, I will not return: nevertheless,
I will see the Douns Rosario, and see her
soon, "’
-

I am
It is well, and

son®'

- - - -

he snmmer that followed this seene
upon the Sierra de Saint Adrian a course
of hill Aghts had been announced at Val-
ladolid,.  Yon Koow the passion of the
Spanizh people for this style of diversion
and how they run to them for lengies
aronid, All the same T was struck with
astonishment when 1 entered the cireus,
the vast amnd double umphitheatre, the
n the place of the tan

FoOpeiing g

joyed the luxury of fame a2 only men of
| his character can.  ile had never done a
low action; he had never driven over an
adversary, but his talent and genius made
a truck for themselves from the very
start.

It must he confessed that the preacher,
who was never idle, but always a miracle
of industry, had one solitary failing—per-
haps there were olthers—he loved to dweil
upon his success, and go over in memaory
esch step in his gdvancement. Thut after-
noon e was jnst in snch & mood, and his
pride was attaining fever heat.

James!"" It was the vgice of his wife
as she drew aside the beavy enrtain that
shut off tiw “*den’ from the hall of the
parsonage.

“Well?”' came a queralous tone from
the preacher, disturbed in his revery.
“The boy is here whom you wished to
see.

dilagidated appearance of the pockets of a
vontuctor’s cuter garment.  Dippiug  the
houds in the pocket every few moments
for the purpose of making change for the
passencers or depositing therein the fare,
und eceasionally warming their benumbed
fingers in them, does mot tend to make
the pockets present a wholesome appenr-
ance, and the conductor who can show
one withont being more or less frayed is |
indeed scarce.

While riding in a Flushing aveone car
cme day I was struck by the simple but in-
genions method to prevent this svhich the
conductor, who was evidently of an inven-
tive turn of mind, had devised. The
pockets of his overcont were lined inside
and ontzide with leather, slightiy thicker
than that used in m: ul'mc; kid gloves. It
was nicely stitched and, indeed, Lardly
noticesble.  The conductor informed me

that ontside of preventing the lnss of . .t . . -
money through holes in the pockets it o '“ hat hoy?"* he asked, in an impatient
muie the Lurdenof his wite's life much | 0

Dan't you remember* The boy for
whom yon were to sécure a situation.
Yun cannot, surely, have forgotien it
There was a shade of pain in her voice.
“Oh, let bim come to-morrow, Edith; T
cannot be bothered mow. I have my
thoughts busy encugh with other matters.
L&t him come—-say, this day next week."

casier, obvinting, as it does, the necessity
of sewing the torn and worn out pockets
sooften. He had bethought himself of
preveuting it in this manner and had da-
vised the elever arrnngement. It seems
to be a big success. —Brooklyn Eagle,

The “Enchantsd Rock.'

¥ § “But, James,” with gentle remon-
The “*enchanted rock.’" in the San Saba | grrunee in ber tone—James, his mother
1,. cue) valley, rises 200 feet from the | 18 destitute; she muost have money.’

pladn, and can be seen for a distance of |

“T ennnot help it. Why am I slways
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monstrons

inch and corner of the
ing sermed toroek and |

the thunders of applouse,
was given by the =l
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“Toro malo!™

{ upon him; the
ey . vas a cownrd; indéed,
e -l]ui have frightened him
e dogs! the dogs!"" cricd the peaple
1y .'\'.a-] all hes turned toward the
wr, for he a v eondd |
1 of the exasperated |
with the rest to the box |
le him at the b
sure of o
& EIRAC
whose fosiu

| |

at the corridn as & corp

tud 111..,‘!:1 have done, and h
r-l \ran. vagne an! fixed as it cor
platiang semething i leto afl save Lier

“Who "1 dewanded of an oblig-
ing seighborn 1

..h--.i the 'h\.'r. from 4 \r-
him always in her

s upon him, but her
- the box of the
- I3 el

* bemns!

ered the
collar two enormous
fellow, this chul
eyelbrows and |
All the same the sphcta- |
ha dogs—al

oady precipi
. his eyves

0 @dvunced, er
Viva el chulo!
“Vivael ¢ ;

s perfume of

iefs and showe

das-

o ‘l.r- air
Astride

rose
jater

firmly a
s cachet 3
-u:‘T of poniard, rexdy in his belt. Eve

the Donna Resagio miuved from her stony

Lnuresan

horns of

soverul miles, In the moonlight it pre

| troubled by that class of, peaple? 1t
sents n striking resemblance to an im-

would tax the patience of Job or the purse

mensy casile with its many Windows | of Oropsus.  Let him come next week; do
‘-r!h antly 1 . this effect heing you hewr?'”

| caused by the vefléction of\the moon's | ° The preacior's wife heard; she sighed
rays from namerous polished -t::.'.'nr-'-w! | as she turned away, and bade the hoy
mariz and pyrites of copper. The Cr i orune the 1-'\\'101(' week. Then _--omi'

manches beliove it to be ane of the ulu 3
[ the Greut Spirlt, and regand jt \u]b |

much reverence, —Chicamn News.

him to the door, she gave him a trifle for
present needs,

{  The preacher resumed his reverie, but

— L ... | found it difficult to regain his self-satis-

The Bigness of ndostan, | faction His nature was keenly sensitive,

The Intest survey and® census of India | and ri-.-«- slightest cause would often pro-

And now what

shinws that the area of the peninsmla ¢ the intensest jar.
Hindostan Is 1,352,624 square miles, 7 wpped asunder his pleasant fancies?
the population 253,801, 021 Althong t hnd vexed him ut the muoment of
mmense tructs of country nre anmially | his exh i
tivated, yet aceonding to the mest re | It was hie w!f.- s sigh—low, t:r—mul--ns\
t survey 10,000,000 acres of land suit- ! . —which had penetrated I
able for cultivation bhave not yet beco icled there, us if unhm—rl
plowed. —Boston Budget. ’ Wi r‘, p ¥ |Lul potency. It was the sigh
- fo, gentls, patient; uncomplain-
| ing, that ha‘l.-:.rrmlhimxr»-mi is dreams,
o m—— | He rose from his qhair. He paced up and

ae faith f‘l]'l:“c of ,}' dawn the room. He never sighed. “ by

Italian homse-

and the domestic | should hiz wife sigh® And why shouid
i r-ilim::c',::t;l_— k:'.. wn. _‘\_ !hat sigh produce such 1D?‘ﬁrd i Had
:.1 r\-l-;;‘:r‘-_._.]_‘_rtyrk} g weailing i | ﬂ_l-' Ef-:: atught unkind? Was bhe not al-
1 WAFS gen € o her!

ltalians are

s sizch! She was not looking
S0 3 & Tr.ara were streaks of grav is
| her hair, and her cheeks were not s¢ full
and ronnd.  His wife's sigh! Was 1.not
her wealth that gave him lelsure and

et the

ut there ¢

Caz=o.
are few in the Sixth ward “I-

Ives. Even the poorest Ital-
dream of sitting

b Ao
his glass of Adsnandente? “'-‘_ it mot her infinence
Y s, in plentv s : "
: y il _peeni) that had spread his fame? Did her
t as A Tace M '

1 1PAT. nTe the o !
it meat, are they not a: her choice, or ber bitier

other?

. Tllo clalms—
n fakor L
an lsbor |
W s0 ugo he
Jereey

Ithy as

road company and Jr

was enabled v

mployed. The Irish receive
any axd t.he It ]33 ;h-- H

[TOtOty e

like te see him 3o mack™

s of & [resh, strong voice il npon
as the curtain was drawn aside

man entered. _

1 ecould ot reslst the de

T have heard of you

The ¢

his ear
&nd a vor
MAL ducs

ne #ire to spe T =0

sndent also sald thar as { and vour books are wall thumbed
&t bon 1 e 55 much O sa% His
fAZrTNASS TAGE ont in every word

O por cent. more work the “You know | have chosen the min 1

1t has g Yon Tecent n, (Oh, doctar. 1 fe )

hat farinscenns fod givee more mus he task! My douhts are pot
1 than mea:, and i thiy be sligion, or the Good Book, oz

Lirione gl Bssocialions that
fzith. No, no; =y doulss
apaworthiness my lit-

ry pood health
an this e ace

blend with the
are of myself —

| tlenees, v poverty of the spirit.  What
| ean | do o ope with the task? flow can
1 becamic n preacher to humasity? How

shall 1 drive bome the Teligion &ivine?

& How saal | imped ep @ follow ige Xe- |

tE?  The WorkIs so suUTlme ana I 50 in-
signifieant. 'What can I do?*

The preacher heard him, It seemed
that his features were familisr, and kis
voice was not siTnnge.

“0Oh, doctor, I do not care for books
when struggling men and weak women
and tender children nre to be uplifted. 1
do not wish for fams. Ido not look for

qucceﬁ, measured by a large congrega-
|tion, a princely salury and a growing
| reputution. I wonld have that prophet’s
ideal realized in my life. Let the spirit
of God rest upon me, however lowly my
poriion, the spirit of wisdom and under-
standinz. Lt me not judge after the
sight of my eyes nor reprove after the
| hearing of my ears. These words of
Isainh always ocour to me, doctor. T made
| them the text of my graduation sermon at
the seminary a few weeks ago. ["—

“His graduation sermon,’ thought the

preacher. ““Why, it was my very text
' when I gradnated!™
| **Oh, doctor! doctor?™ the young man
cried, as the tears started Lis eves,
“nardon my impulsiveness, 1 do notwish
to be faithless to my idesal So manystart
well and fail. I want to transiate that
text into life. There is so much to be
done, and so few to do it. Tlen't you re-
call those lines from Lowell?
‘ “The Lord wants respers; oh, mount up
Before night comes and says, “Too latar®
Biay not for taking scorip or cup,
‘ The Master hungens while ye wait,

Thers sure |s nooe Lo whose belisf
The worn hear finds such sweet relie?,
AS “Even this will pass away ™

When wrary bands from early daen
*Tiil lengtheaing »ve must labor £,

And know not surceass day by day;
How gladir comes the swest refrain,
That echors o'ar and o'er again,

“This, evest this, will pass away.™
When burdens thal are bard to bear
Would sink the soul "neath black daspalr,

And whitening lips relise (0 pmay:
Faith's Jovely face o'cn then will glow,
Axnd sweet her voloe that whispers low,

“But gven this will pass away.™

When earth to earth and dust to dus=g

Ls read ghove our heart's hest trust,
And we io angnish turn away;

The bitter cup less hitter s=ems,

When through tts doegs the  bright truth Zleams,
Thut even this will pass away.

Yea, even this! With hearts howed down
We stand beside the new made mound,
And ooz 1o goeet the coming day,
Whea weary feot havs found & rest;
When haods ars foldal o'er the breast;
And all life's woss have passed away.
—Margaret McHae Lackey in New Oricans Pies

A WAR TRAGEDY.

If von have never heen in the valler of
the Tennessee—I mean that part of the
fumous valley that stretches southwest-
ward from: the great Sand mountain to
the pletnresque table lands of Monte Suno,
vou have missed a scene the fairest of all
in that country of fuir scenes. 1 will not
attempt to describe it. 1 cannot do it
justice. Nooneenn It §s the paradize
of north Alabama, and in the lieart of
that fur southern district devastuted by
war, and vet thanks to 1ts protacting bul-
wark of mountains, its plessant bomes
nnd well tilled lands escaped almost us-
scathed.

Not many mijes to the north s Lookont
mountain and the battlefields of Mission
Ridee and Chickamanga. Further to the
sonth and west, and on the same great
trunk line that passes within the shadsw
of the helghts on which Hooker fonght his
“battle in the clouds, " is that already fa-
mons young city of phenomenal growth,

-

“Thoze lines—ihose lines,”" said the
predcher to himself: “they were always in
my memory, Why do I hear them now
Huve I waited for scrip or cup while the
Muster has hungered®’

“1 know nn greater curse, doctor, '’ con-
tinued the young man, with his cheeks all
aflame with enthusiasm, *‘than to have
my unfulfilied ideal rebuke me as I grow
olil. To have the specter of the unreal-
Ized nround me: to hear the accusing voice
of opportunity misspent and advantaces
misapplied: to feel that 1 have been dis-
loyal and cowardly, and Dbent only on my
own advancement while religion has hun-
gered—the thought wonld drive me wild,
And T have come to vou. good sir, for
kindly coun=el., Tell me what I shall do,
You sympathize with me. You, too,
coce were young like myseif.™

“You have come to me—to me—for
counsel! the preacher exclaimed, rising
from his ehair and advancing. *‘Do yon
know how faithless I have been to my

youtl's ideal? Oh, spare me—spare | Decatir, and besond that, the new Shef-
me field and war scarred Corinth
The preacher awoke. Was it hut a But while this corner of the great val-

revery, after all? Had his youth come
back to accnse hiw, like in Jean Paul
Richter's dream?

“Edith! Edith”* he exclaimed, tearing
nzide the curtain, and folding her, as she
came, in & passionate embrace.  **Edith!
Edith!” yvou shall pever sich again. Itis
#till day for us. It is not too late, thank
God!'"

He told her of his wrostling spirit and
his vietory. And when the next Sabbath
dawned he preached ns he never had
presched tefore,  People noted the differ-
ence: he felt it; and with the seed of
humility planted anew in his soul, his
work grew to lovelier and more enduring
proportinns,—Rev, A, 8. Isaacs in Harp-
er's Bazar,

ley saw little of elther bine coats or gray
—gxeept, perhaps, an ocenslonsl foraging
party that chance led away from the rall-
rond aud into the garden land between
the biz hills—the wvalley gave its best
blood for the canse of the Confederacy,
and sons and brothers left the cotton un-
picked in the fleld to join Bragg and his
gatheritg hosts across the border line of
Tennessee, or to follow the fortunex of

the north.

Back from the Tennessee, in i cove pro-
tected from the northers by the broad
back of Monte Sano, a hardy monuntain
farmer had built a house of unewt stone—
n poor place at best, but a home for the
snke of what was in it It was not a
typical southern home, for the good wife
aud mother was housekeeper, dairymaid
and gardener all in ome, while the two
strapping boys, with their father, did the
work which on other plantations fell to
the task of the negro slaves. At the
nearest =tore, at Maysvilie. old John
Rogers was, with indiseriminate courtesy,

Marvland's “Smartest Niggar.”

The following story is told by & gentle
man well acquainted with the partie.
mentioned and who can vouch for its
authenticity. Each of two gentlemen,
who ownedl adjoining farms in une of the
ecounties, had a colored laborer working

on his place, These men, who were names ::::w [;e.::].:;;ﬂn;‘ l'l'l‘;“}:‘I"F ‘tl:_ﬂi ?-'::;
¥ i i . o il - . ¥ 5 . A
Tom aod Dol respectively, were very | Lroe the war military titles were popu-
light fingered and had the reputation

lar in Dixie. Now they are all colooels.
So few privates escaped the war,

Among the negroes “'Col.'” John was
looked upan with some disdain. A man
who “worked' his farm without a single
black ‘Boy’ was not likely to win the re-
spect of ''the quarters” at the big plan-
tations «on  the river. Farmers who
worked were “‘poo-ah white trush™ In
those days of eacy indolence. But
“Col.™ John thrived for all that, and
never a home in all the broad valley was
bappicr than in the little cove under the
shadow of Monte Sano.

of convertiug to their own special prop
erty anvthing they could earry from their
neighbors. One day the two farmoers met,
and, by chance, the conversution turned
upon the stealing propeusites of their
respective men,  After some diseunssion
one sald: I tell vou Tom can steal
maore in a week than your Bobeanina
month. He is the smartest nigger in the
connty,”

“*No, he can't,”" gaid the other gentle-
mun, emptying his mouth of a hnge quan-
tity of tobaceo. *““There is no nigger in

Muryland who ecan bheat Bob stealing. : poo
He could take the buttons off a city m;;;“:,':'.“—;:" ’::‘-ﬂ': the ":ﬂmrlr-rh_ln
policeman’s coat, and the policeman 0. (AE:: W TRESINPEIE SORLL. DRl

way into the Tennessee walley of Ala-

wonlin’t know there was anybody within | ima, and the first shock of war at Fore

s mile of him.”" “Yes there is" ex-

e Brtaciriy F R : Bumter was 1oo far away to aflect the
'ff';‘\'.m'_d om's h,:m[n:-n Px“,m_‘dl"—i tranguility of tha people by the great river.

hy, my Tom could stenl a stick o et eamb tha feattitramtlilie oo by
wood from under vour Hob and leave pr 5 2 “' =S P
WMoy etk on the BaiES" Tobs da e g‘nt‘erinment at Montgomery, and the
fender was vanquished and had to give it ﬁ"’::.":ite;“ VRS :“' Just ":‘“"_"r'; to the
up, and it was & week or more before he | BOTTOTE s SRCERISDE OINON, WS

opened ut liuntsville, ten miles away, on
the other side of Monte Sano, and hus-
banids, and fathers, and sons left their
homes and pecple and went away o ths
wir. The walley of the Tennessce was
desolate.  The negroes went flocking
northwanl in search of the army of eman-
cipation, and the cotton was left in the
balls to spoil.  There came a time when
even food was scarce, and beef was worth
its weight In the strange new scrip the
Confederats gnvernment had fssasd.

‘Col.” John fared worse than many,
although for mouths afier the boys of the
lower valisy had gone away Into Tennes.
wee, his sons yielded to the wish of the
old folks and stayed! at bhome The tims
came, however, when honor compeiled
them to go, and they went: but the eyes

recovered sufficently to proclaim agafn
that ke had “the smartest nigzer in Mary-
land."—Baltimore News,

Amerieans in Epgland.

Americans eannot understand that the
hahit, slmost universal with our people,
of weariog costly clothing, of ealling for
Tuxuries mmnsnal with Europeans except
those of assured fortune), such as fires in
bedreoms, unlimited gas and candles,
great vuriety of food st overy meal. the
best seats at the theastres, constant enb-
bing instead of walking, etc.. canses
them to be lonked npon as rich aristocrats
whote eSorts to reduce expenses, gnd yet
retaln all the comforts. must be sternly
frowned down, as snworthy gentlemen or

ladies. On the other haud, if our people | ©f the aged mother wers vet with tears,
pay on the eninen senle without amur- | and the face of the white haired *'Col ™
mur, they are tregted with the veritabla | John wis strangely old, when they bade

their boys good-by

#1 deferenes which the low E

EXAgEeT

lish vield to thelr social saperiors. Un- There are hrave hecris here at home
fortanately, that I= the one luxury | whe remember those swd farewells, when
—xn dear to the English ‘‘clasges™ | the boys in bige wen: fur away to fight
themselvest—which onr peaple (as a rmle) aod die on these southern battieflelds.
eare nothing abont.  Sometimes There were the snme sad partings ia many ]
vility is uffensive to Amr-“rmq‘—u.we n sotithers home. and the war left hun-
Logan in Kausas City Journal freds of decimated families in that fair

valley

Months passed and then years. Oe- |
raslonally letters from the absent soldler
toss came to the oid folks In the cove, but

Pestroring Weeds With Vitrol

Where such plants as dock, plantain or

| dandelion are growing in luwns, they ¢ they were fow and wery far between.
be effectunlly destroged by the appl They had gone north and enlisted in the |
tion of oll of vitrol. The vitrol she Army r.! Virginia. They had been at Bull
In ac ojd bottle with o wire as g 1 and h heen on the peninsula io the ‘
neck to hold it by, so a8 to Zeep the ecikerboasd operations of McoClellan's
gers {rom the liguid. A stick long enot enmpuign.  The latest letter, scribbled in
and this eno ta go into the bottle Is ten n haste and read In
the only other necessary; the s2iok should ttir homa with aching yet thankful |
be slightly vut at the end to nllow of it tald 'f good health and Confeder-
iolding the vitrol betier. Omne drop of o by side the thers had
vitrol off end uf the stick & m--‘.-'ut L urt. Now they were to |
the center of the weed stould desteoy i ! go with Lee into the land -,fpr-rm-wl.ic |
at auer: oue dip ought to destroy tiiree or | rich, corn growing valleys of FPeansyl {
-f:mr woesds, vaola

urg came, and the Army of Vie-
Euia, rudely awakened (rom is victorious
security, was harlid back scrves Massy- |
lsed and lato Vieg!sia sagaln by the mil!

tary genine of Mesade. [In the carnage of ]
the first day the older hrother was killed
The younges, while retresting with his
decimated reziment from au unsuecessful
riarge, was talien prisoner I company

Lrettyst

The Georgia Flenie Miss |

And after all thete is nocbance for im-

provemant over the simple Georgia picnic
iss, ut the mers mention of which thers rise
wision of all the cld bowe dainty
, Pink nibboos, roay cheeks and Hems
braod: shadow. The very air ssems redolant
of heliot . langhiar like the ripple of a
bidden br s-;& tromubles 10 the distance and | with scveral oiler Alsbama soldiers,
the good right arm feels again the faing | 7oung Rogers. even then a mere hoy, was
struzgie of modesty gpon it How tawdry, | brought to Phisdeiphis, snd from bere
bow coarss and revoiting seems the -iage | sent to Fort Delawsre a3 a prisoner of
fpasm rompared with this.  No, the best kiss | war.  There be remained ustd the sur-
".‘s what the ¢l irumstances make | render of lee &t Appomalicx Comrs

.k
e

1A

‘.I;eui rews of the battle of

brry was slow in reach 'ng MR Metls herme
by Monte Sasa, bt wien % 4ld come It |
broke the spirit of *Cal, " Jobe and turned
still whiter 1he head of the swees faced
waother: for It was sald that in the batile
th boye hesd fullss nader the shower of

ned I-A.rrm PICIIC TALS u sply 4- Grttye.

The yousg whio is led off by

the stape ktw drope the =ulstance for tle

shadow and is Lo be pitied. —Macon Telegrapb.
Explained at Last.

vormaa Karr, of London, expiaim

wizas bs the master with drunkands 2 fol | Federal balls It wia not long before
Loms =rv i* on abnormal cerwbral oendi- | 1here was 8 ‘hurving” from the house in
tim, a dynamical and peychical disturimncs | the cove, and the iy of “Col” Jobn
of tie brats and perve fuoctics. s real de | wya ! .#hm'mue,bt.epnmhehﬂd
parturs frnm soand bealth, which s itaell & | o0 well

rathoiogieal state with, o all probabllity, its Ard the mother? Sha toe wonld gladly
postiportem equivalent i byperplasons of | hyve died b1t nalere was oo atromig
the neurogiog ™ Puste this in your bats ssd » ime came, moreover when sbhe wWas

read it to aoy toan that offey to Ot Tes
& Goe b will siop —New York Tribuse

4 that death had spared her, for there
| caze 10 ber Grum tas away FarsDelawass |

Morgan or Stuart on their cavalry raids to |

& letter frof her o
the older brother's death and the younger
one She the letter
many times, and =s the tears rolled down
her sunken ~sha fell on her knees
asud thanked God that ooe son at least
had been spared to her. A sudden reso-
oo S
cove and AWLY
to the nofth.  She would go Dela-
ware, and they wonld not refnse to let &
mother see her son—even a 'Coofederste™
mother. O“Mm lookad npon his
face again & bave courage W
wait for his release.
Traveling was slow. Weeks passed be-

fore she was enabled to get through the
opposing lines and into W,
Inst, dying from want, sorrow
she stood in the commandant’s room lt.
Fort Delaware with written

in the south. They call it the Libhy
' priscn of the north. 1 don't like to be-
lieve it. Neither dovon. They say that
after a certain engugement the nocthern
generals aceused the Confederates of ont-
rageons cruelty, and in retalintion a score
| Or more prisoners were taken from the
fort and ignominionsly hanged. Perhaps
| they are mistaken, and that there were

! better grounds for hanging than that

By sume¢ means a rumor had gained
credence in the prisoner’s barracks thag
1 something of the kind was to take place,
while the irapression prevailed that special
vengennce was to be meted out to the sal-
diers of Alabama, because of alleged out-
rages committed by regiments from that
state. Young Rogers was not a cownrd,
but be had no desire to meet so unsol-
dierly a death. With that invenfive
geuius which develops so rapidly among
those held in conflnement, the prisoners
in Rogers' “gang’' dugout the stone woark
snid earth voder one of the hanks, and
thus secured. not only a comparatively
safe hiding place for pilfered provisions,
but alse for one or more of thelr number
wihen occasion demnanded that they should
keep nnder cover for a time.

The rumor that retaliatory measures
were in order strock consternation to
many o brave heart, and when, for any
reason, a Federal orderly came to the pris-
oners’ barrmcks and the name of a
“‘Johuny Reb," there was a general feel-
ing of misgiving, and an effort made,
when possible, to discover for what pur-
pose the prisoner was wanted Dbefore
answering to his name So that when
one day the barracks were exciied w a
fever point by the eailing of a dozen
names or more. aud the name of “Joe
‘Hogers'” rang with startiing distinetness
in the ears of that young Alsbsmian, he
dnl pot wait to be seen, but huriedly
crawled into the “grub” hole, and held
his breath for fear of discovery and the
conseguences that would follow. Three
times the orderly enlled:

“Joe Rogers! Joe Rogers' Joe Rogers!"
rang throagh the long corrider

Then the prisoners crowded amund,
amd the orderly seemed to be unawsre
that Rogers had falled to answer to his
name. He went away, nil on the records
it was written that Joe Rogers had been
transferred-—as even the officers thought
—to be hanged,

A sad look came into the face of the
commandirg officer when the white halred
| woman gave him the slip of paper that
to her meant so moch,

“Rogers is not bere now," he sald,
Aually.

She looked at him, dazed by the intelli-
Renca

“Nat—hers?’

“No; be has been transferred '

“Where'"

The oflicer had a hegrt.

“1—1 do not know,'" he said. Fe conld
not tell that sad eyed woman what he be-
lieved to be the truth

Bt he eomdd not decelve heor.

“Io Is dend!™" sbe cried, wildly, and
tottering forward she clasped ber bande
across her breast and sank into a chair.

“My poor boy!"" she sobbed. T loved
you so, sl yet I was too late!”

The parched lds elosed over the sad
gray eyes; the tired head fell forwand;
the nervous fingers relaxed their huld

“Come," said the officer, kindly, "you
must go now. [ canpot permit yuu to re-
main here."”

There was no AnSwer

“I mm walting”— he began, and then
he paused abeuptly. Bomething strangs
in her appearance startled him, and he
stooped down and peered (nto her face.
|‘\» he did a0 tears came Into his eyes,
The sweet [aced mother would oever see
the valley of the Tennesser again,

Ehe was dead!

Newns flies in jalls ns it Mles clsowhere,
In his hiding place thad night youug
Hogers was told the story of his mother’s
demth. Strong man tbough hs was, the
shoek was almost more than be comid
boar, and he grieved liltterly at the
thought that, even dead, he might not
look apon her face. But he wias glad for
one thing. Thers wers kind bearts among
the boys in bine, and they tonk the body
of the desd mother scross o New Castle,
and there in the old church yard rever-
ently Iaid itRo rest

Hogers munaged to eseape Astection for

| There be lives and there I met him
! told me this story, aad T repeat it beca

f"'”t (A

| e nodecnesch

the few weells remaining befure the shove
of the war. After the surrendor he was
liberatad and returnad W Alabamnas
He

[t eomesSn near bome. 14 fnterested me.
I think it will you.—Phiiadelphia News

Yictims of Monte Carln.

The Monts Carlo peopls will do anythiog
to avold »scandal  As & s, this s the
process  You have lost all yoar money
andd you are o hoos fide disteess. You go

| 10 the ndministration and ask for a littie

acsislance W get bome  Tuo are ssked st
what table yon played. The bead croupler
of that table s sent for. Me recognizes

| you as & player and probablly remembers

| whether you played heavily arnot.  Your
story being confirteed, you sy o what
station you wish w procesd. A sgm snf.
ficient for your fare and your needs on Lhe
Jjourney ia then bLanded to sod yowm
have tomign an [ O 17 for Che amount.
So loog as you doc’t retarn 0 Monte
("arlo you hear o more of the maler. bud
It you go back thers again you must repey
tefars you are allowed e re-
ruler the zammbliing saloons. Al the poo-
pie of the sstablabimiect are trained w0 rw-
member faces snd it 0 very sasely thag
ey maks s watake —Loadon Lelerse
Tosking at Their Testh.
Dierartiors of all kinds arw sa¥d to be prae-
ticad by Froocs Caradlan families and mil)

| Lards s Balem Mam , in arder 0 coursal

the ags of children Lo youog o werk from
s inepeciorn  latsly, Boweeor, & moaes beg

| of the local schooi beard, & destinn, A cpon

& meass of overvoming Ue olefecie, and
oow, in dosbeful towesces the okild B o

wug, and she was sfraid she tuu.':!mllzl
her death cudd ‘Nover mind sab '’
the coumt. “think of zp M
tirs” At snalter place, during
formance, the stage was found o
Toe eognt rosked down
stairs and saciatmed: “Fire’ AR hal
we mush e e dingarme . —Fark las




